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How lovely, how friendly it all was ! How it welcomed him, how faithful it was to him, this place that was so full of his dearest thoughts !
Miraud placed the lamp on the mantelpiece and sat down in a big oak chair. Even though the refraction of the glass helped it, the lamp did not shed a very strong light, and the datk colour of the furniture and the walls absorbed most of it. Miraud had not even dreamed of introducing the gas which lit the dining-room and the kitchen into this room ; for one of its chief ornaments was the ceiling, which Miraud had decorated himself and which had cost him perhaps a hundred and fifty hours of the most exacting work. Gas would have quickly spoilt its painting, which, after more than five years, still remained fresh.
Wazemmes brought in the coffee.
" Sit down a minute," his uncle said to him. <c What was all this you were telling me ? Somebody has offered you a job ? "
" Yes."
" What sort of job, exactly ? "
" I told you - in an office. I shall also have to go and see people. I shall be a kind of partner."
" Hum I "
" I mean it."
" Yes, but an office of what ? Partner in what ? You don't seem to be very definite about it. And this fellow you're talking about - you only know him ff om meeting him on a racecourse ? Watch out I "
He stopped, drank a mouthful of coffee, and reflected, picking his teeth at the same time. He used toothpicks which he made himself out of match-ends, cut to the proper shape, whose tips he was careful to dip in tincture of iodine.
Victor Miraud, who was of old Parisian stock, had a face and a whole physical appearance of a singular type, which you find from time to time in old working-class districts, especially on the heights of Belleville, in M6nilmontant, in the faubourg Saint-Antoine, and on the southern slope of the hill of Montmartre. You cannot guess to what race